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EVERYBODY OUTSIDE 1 AND KEEP YOUR 
HANDS Hl&Hf /VOSODY'LL 6ET HURT— 
YOU DO WHAT I SAY' 





P-PLEASE DON'T SHOOT ME. MISTER BANDIT' 
I'LL GIVE YOU ALL MY MONEY-AND MY 
CAMEO - 
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1 GIRL ! I YBS.l I FIGURED I'D BE 

/ SAFER IF J DRESSED LIKE 
THIS ON THE TRAIL ' 






NlTH THAT SCAR ON HlS NECK 
HER'S KILLER .' I'VE. BEEN 
FOR HIM EVERYWHERE- ' 



x DON'T K/\ow.' ive Showed 

1 SEVERAL PEOPLE ! /VOBQO^' 
RSCO&NIZEO JT ,' s~— — -— ■ 




~-i t>$A&IZE£A8i-E MlSTBR TOO &O0NE HEAD: 
_-'<- J-tT FOR T*S NEWSPAPER OFFICE OF 



1 WASN'T THB &0LO ON &QA/ZP': 





WE'LL HAVE TO SET R/D OF HIM... AND 
THE GiRL... FAST/ IF HE'S CAU6HT 
HER , LIKELY THEY'RE HEADED MERE 
RlSHT WOW/ 




,VANT ME TO RlDE OUT AN' DRY~<SULO-i 

! WE'VE GOT TO 3E SMART/ 

CAN'T SHOW MY FACE ! SHE'D . 

RECOGNIZE ME'. 
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THERE'S AUTRY AN' A 
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s'pose £ call a meetln'. &bne, sos miss 
Sue can look over the men folks in 

TOWN.' 

THAT y/OULD BE WASTll 
HAVE ANY STRANGERS SETTLED 
HERE IN THE LAST THREE WEEKS'' 





I KNEW THAT DRAWiN' LOOKED FAMILIAR! 
IT'S A PRINTER'S MATRIX -A MOLD FOR 
CASTlN- TYPE! 






BUT HE COULDN'T HAVE GOT RlD O' THAT 
SCAR. I RECKON WE'LL PAY SANDERS / 
CALL ! 



HOLD IT, 5ENB,' BOONE'S HEADir 



THIS GABF5ST AIN'T 
OFFICIAL! MEET TWO 
OLD FRIENDS O'MlNE — 
MISS DALE AN' BENE AUTRY-' 
FOLKS.thiS IS tod Boon e.i 




HOWDY, MA'AM! AOTRy AN' X MET ON THE STA&E 
SHERIFF.' I'M SURE SoQRY FOR ACTIN'LIKE 
I DID, AOTRY/ _ 

THAT'S OKAY/ HERE'S 

? GUN, LIKE X PROMISED'. 

TOO BAD X LOST THAT BANDITS 

TRAIL ■ 





UH , J GOTTA BE SETT/N' BACK to m 
SANOESS WENT OUT O' TOWN FOR A FE 
DA YS 




SOONB ACTS LIKE A HERD O' 
BUFFALO WAS AFTER. HIM' HE'S 
PLENTY UPSET ' 



IT WAS A TRAP, SUE, AN' BOONE 
INTO IT I /VOW I'M SURE HE WAS ON ■ 
STAGE TO WATCH OUT FOR. YOU I 





&UT HE K.NE~N WHO -iOU WERE, DIDN'T NB 
AN' THAT YOUR DAD WAS DEAD..- 
YOU HAILED FROM SfLVER CITY J ONLY 
THE KILLER WOULD KHOW ALLTH4T 





hbse combs eooNe! m gettiN' a 

HUNCH, Z.EB! MAYBE SANDER.S >£ 
SACK O' TUB HOLDUPS VOU BEEN H4VM 
BEGAN ABOUT THREE WEEK 




WE FOUMO WOST O- THE STOLEN SOLD HID 
AT THE SMACK , GENE! SO THAT BAfOS 
THE STAGE HOLDUPS./ 





A jagged flash of lightning ripped 
the inky sky apart. Thunder crashed 
in wild fury across the mountain peak. 
The giant pines groaned and swayed 
under the lash of the rain. 

In the trim little cabin clinging 
stubbornly to the mountain's side, the 
dark figure of a man moved stealthily 
across the floor. His bare feet took 
each step with care, avoiding the loose 
board that squeaked under the slight- 
est pressure. The storm noises would 
drown out a squeak. But Matt's ears 
were keen. There was no sense in tak- 
ing any chances when he had such a 
perfect plan for murder! 

The lightning flashed. The man 
stopped, huddling against the black- 
ness of the cabin wall. When the glare 
faded, he moved forward again. 

Once more he halted, this time by 
the side of a bunk. His hand swung up- 
ward, then swept downward. He fe'tt, 
rather than heard, the strangled cry of 
the mad irt the bunk. He waited for 
another lightning flash. His hands 
were cold. Beads of sweat dripped frbm 
his forehead running down on either 
side of his nose into his moustache. 

The flash come. •His eyes darted to 
the bunk. Matt lay still, the knife 
handle standing upright in the plaid 
blanket over his chest. 

Quickly the man made his way to 
the table and lighted the lamp. There 
was no need for stealth or darkness 
now. There was only need for haste! 

A few minutes later he headed down 
the fainwashed trail toward Poker 
Joe's cabin. 

Sheriff Ben Boker looked up from 
his desk as the street door opened ad- 



mitting the white-faced man. The sun 
streamed in, too, bright and warm. 

"Sheriff! Matt's dead! Murdered!" 
The words exploded from the new- 
comer's lips like bullets from a six- 
gun. 

A tiny white line etched itself about 
the sheriff's mouth. Matt Cole had 
been his friend for twenty years. He 
did not know this man, Hank Madden, 
very well. He had had a strange feel- 
ing of worry ever since Matt had taken 
Madden on as his partner to develop 
the Lone Mountain Mine, which was 
the name of Matt's latest gold claim. 

"Didn't yuh heor me, Sheriff?" Mad- 
den's voice was shrill. 

"Yes," the sheriff said quietly. "Sit 
down an' tell me what's happened!" 

Hank Madden sat down ond color 
slowly flowed back into his face. "It 
wuz an awful shock! Matt lyin' there 
with th' knife—" 

Sheriff Baker interrupted. "Start at 
the beginnin', Madden." 

"Well, yesterday Matt wuzn't feel- 
in' too good so I went up to th' diggin's 
•alone. Bein' fretted about him, I went 
down to th' cabin around noon. He 
said he wuz feelin' better but he look- 
ed like he wuz worryin' obout some- 
thin'. Fin'lly, he told me what it wuz. 
Seems he'd heard footsteps awhile 
after I'd left. He kep' waitin' fer some- 
body to knock. When they didn't, he 
went outside to look around. There 
wuzn't nobody in sight but — " Hank 
paused to give the Sheriff a significant 
look. "There wuz moccasin tracks 
leadin' right up to th' front window!" 

Incredulity clouded Sheriff Baker's 
eyes. "Matt Cole wouldn't worry over 
any pussyfootin' Injun!" 



Hank nodded "He worried over this 
one!" He leaped forward and lowered 
his voice as he continued. "Y'see, 
Sheriff, Matt'n me hit pay dirt three, 
four days ago. We've been houlin' nug- 
gets outa that mine as fast as we could 
dig 'em! Matt had 'em out on th' 
table when that Injun was prowl in' 
around. The redskin musta seen 'em 
'cause every blasted one of 'em's 
gone! The cabin's tore apart! Sure as 
shootin', .that Injun killed Matt an' 
stole that gold!" 

"Maybe," said the sheriff. "But how 
come you didn't wake up?" 

"I wuzn't there." Hank flicked his 
tongue over his lips. 

"Where were you?" 

"Down to Poker Joe's. I got there 
afore th' storm broke an' didn't leave 
till, jest after sunup. Poker Joe'll swear 
to that!" 

Sheriff Baker reached for his gun 
belt. "You' an' Poker joe are pretty 
thick, aren't you?" 

"We both like a friendly card game. 
Matt didn't go fer gamblin'- — " 

The sheriff interrupted. "What hap- 
pens to the Lone Mountain, mine now 
that Matt's dead?" 

Hank blinked at the unexpected- 
ness of the question. " 'Cordin' to th' 
partnership papers, I git it." 

"That gives you a mighty good 
motive for killin' Matt, doesn't it?" 
Sheriff Baker took down his hat 

"ME?" Hank shouted the word. 
"I'VE- got an alibi!" 

"How much did you agree to pay 
Poker Joe for it?" 

A dull flush reddened Honk's 
cheeks, "Not a blasted cent! I — -" 

Again Sheriff Baker interrupted 
with on unlooked-for question "With 
oil that gold in the cabin, seems funny 
you on' Matt didn't have a lock on the 
door." 

"We did! One a' them new-fangled 
spring locks. Put it on soon as we 
found traces o' pay dirt" 

"Then how did this Injun get in?" 

Hank relaxed o little, "Didn't I tell 
yuh? He cut th' screenin', climbed in 
th' window an' left by th' door. Yuh 



can see his bare footprints there," 

"That's right interestin'," Sheriff 
Baker started for the door, "Come 
along, Madden. I want to Jook over the 
scene o' the crime." 

The ride up Lone Mountain was a 
silent one. When they reached the 
cabin, the sheriff gave only the brief- 
est glances to Matt's body, the foot- 
prints and the disordered rooms. But 
he was definitely interested in the 
window screen. 

Hank watched nervously. What was 
the sheriff trying to figure out? Why 
was he peering at the sloshed wire net- 
ting? Why ... He did not finish think- 
ing that question.. He was staring at 
the handcuffs on his wrists. They had 
been snapped on so suddenly that 
there had not been time to back away 
or to draw the twin to the knife he had 
used on Matt. 

"There wasn't any Injun, Madden," 
the sheriff said grimly. 

"But th' screen?" Hank's lips were 
dry with fear. 

"That's how I know," said Sheriff 
Baker. "If somebody on the outside 
cut this screen, the wires would be bent 
toward the inside! But they're not! 
They're bent out! You cut that screen, 
Hank Madden! You killed Matt Cole 
an' bribed Poker Joe to swear to an ali- 
bi for you!" He paused, then added 
grimly, "Maybe you an' Joe can have 
some more friendly card games while 
you're BOTH waitin' to get hung!" 
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#&££. ££ sAts /ve a pew i/'ii. zey ro a-mase 
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YOU£ STQ£V, A-i.'SS DUA/CAA/? AAOTHES D/££> 
/ Wt£W f WAS A 
BABY-' 




, . _> AIOMED <%£?£ AA/O BU/LT W/5 
LeO-WO/ / 7/A^f MEHE/Zt B££A/ OUT 
\OF TM/S t#LL£y S//VCB, A/VO 7>AC 
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Tj*.>C K--~£.:rS ''~C. CM,':- "■■'E'A/T TO 
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•e/7*/ GUFSZ SHE &OESA/T £SX£ 
/& COOfi'££> UP A/V/D SATS 
^£-A#y TO mcK: 
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/^BOUT FOUR HUNDRED YEARS AGO 
CORTEZ AND PE SOTO LANDED IN MEXICO 
BRINGING WITH THEM THE FIRST HORSES 
EVER SEEN ON THE NORTH AMERICAN 
CONTINENT. THESE SPANISH HORSES WERE 
CREOLAe" DESCENDANTS FROM THE ARAB- 
IAN HORSE, VERY SMART, FINE LOOKING, 
AND SUPERB SADDLE HORSES. 



GJJp UNTIL THIS TIME THE INDIANS 
TRAVELED ON FOOT, USING POGS FOR 
PACK ANIMALS. THEY SOON CAPTURED SOME 
OF THE WILD HORSES ANP, MOUNTED UPON 





_ -VANY OF THEM ESCAPED AND WANPER- 
EP NORTH INTO WHAT IS NOW ARIZONA, 
TEXAS, NEW MEXICO, CALIFORNIA, UTA+H 
AND NEVAPA. THERE THEY MULTIPLIED 
UNTIL. GREAT HERDS OF THEM ROAMEt^ 
THE WESTERN PLAINS. 



THESE FLEET AMI/ViALS, WERE ABLE TO 
OVERTAKE AND KILL THE BUFFALO, THERE 
BY MAKING THEIR MODE OF LIVING MUCH 
EASIER. THE BUFFALO WAS THE INDIANS 
MAIN SOURCE OF MEAT AND HIS HIP£ 
PROVIDED BOTH SHELTER AND CLOTHING. 





\$&EN THE FIRST WHITE WEW CAME WEST 
THEY FOUND GREAT HERDS OF "INDIAN 
PONIES" THEY WERE THE DESCENDANTS OF 
THE SPANISH HORSES BROUGHT IN BY CORTEZ 
ANP DE SOTO. THEY HAD BECOME SOME- 
WHAT SMALLER BUT WERE VERY TOUGH, 
WIRY AND FLEET OF FOOT. 



^HE SETTLERS OF Tf IE EARLY WEST 
WERE QUICK TO RECOGNIZE THE QUALITY 
OF THESE INDIAN PONIES ANP ACQUIRED 
MANY OF THEM THROUGH TRADING- WITH 
THE INDIANS OP CAPTURED THEM FRC* 

1 1 "WILD BUNCH: 




£)OME OF THE PIONEERS BROUGHT WITH 
, -TjHtM FINE COACH HORSES WHICH HAD BEEN 
IMPORTED EROM FRANCE ANP ENGLAND- 
LATER ON , MORGAN HORSES WEBE BROUGHT 
WEST FROM KENTUCKY AMD SOME OF THE 
FINEST COW HORSES IN TOE COUNTRY WET?! A 
. . 01 [HE MORGAN-INPlAN SONY CROSS. 




$$5§T OF THE SADDLE HORSES NOW USED 
ON THE CATTLE RANCHES OF THE WEST HAVE 
THE BLOOD-UNES OF THE FIRST SPANISH 
HORSES'. THEY SEEM TO BE THE BEST 
ADAPTED FOR THIS WORK, HAVING- *COW- 
SENSE," ENDURANCE AND PLENTY OP 
-".'■ i-LDUST'bf? 'QUARTER HOPSE." 
WHICH IS NOW SO POPULAR, DEFINITELY 
SHOWS THE SPANISH (HORSE CHARACTER- 
ISTICS, HAVING TUe SHORT fcACK AND 
HEAVILY MUSCLED LEC-S. ' 




l'&$ LATE AS 1930 THERE W£kr • 

NORSES STILL LfcF f 
' IN UTAH, NEVADA, 
ARIZONA AND EASTERN OREGON. THEY 
WERE EATING- OFF MUCH VALUABLE G-RAZlNCf 
LAND WHICH COULD BE USED FOR RAlSIWG- 



■jjS LATE AS J 
LATELY 150,000 

IN THE COUNTRY,, 




CATTLE ANP THE RANCHERS STARTED KILL- 
ING- THEM- ALSO THE LARGE MANUFACTURERS 
OF POULTRY SUPPLIES STARTED KILLING 
THEM FOR CHICKEN FEED. MUSTANG- 
RUNNERS MADE A BUSINESS OF CATCH- 
ING- THESE HORSES, BREAKING AND SELL- 
ING THE BEST ONES FOR SADDLE HORSES 
^ANP DISPOSING OF TFIE OTHERS AT THE 
"KILLERS" THEY WILL SOON BECOME 
EXTINCT UNLESS SOME FEDERAL AGENCY 
SEES FIT TO SET ASIDE A SUITABLEr 
RANG-E FOR THEAA. AT THE PRESENT 
TIME THERE ARE ONLY ABOUT ZO,OQO 
OF THESE WILD HORSES LEFT. 




, THE F/4ELI. SPfi£At> PLEA/Ty FAST 
^eV£-/?y£O0yS ASL££P/ /# TM£ A#y 6&ASS /A' TME PASTl/#£ ' 

TWS'lL B£ A C/A/C/// ' 






/swi/yf #ecato/v youi/£ \ catzmm coyotes, 

SAVED T#E CZ/fC^E-V, GOES W/T# SE//V ' A 
mVE/T&AA/XS E-OSl \ POG&MA/V, 80SS f 
CATCH/H' 7~""~ 




